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The Hiftorit of 

I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too: God kcepe Lead 
out ofmc, I need no more weight then mine ownt Bowels. I 
haue led my rag ofMuffins where they are peperd : theres not 
three ofmyt 50 . left ialiue, and they arefor the townesend, to 
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be 0 " duringlife.But who comes heere? 


Enter the Prince , 


egaunngmc.uui wiivjvuni«.>iivv»vi; i 

Prin. Wh at ftan d ft tfio u id le here? lend me thy Sword, 

Many aNoble man lies ftarke and ftiffc 
Vnder the houes of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreuengd; I prethee lend me thy fword. 

Eal. O Hal,l prethee giueme leauc to breath a while: T arke 
Gregorie peuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day : 

1 haue pay d “Perry, I haue made him fure. 

Prin. He is indeed, and liuing to kill thee } 

I prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Fal. Nay, before God Hal, if Percy be aliue,thou getft not my 
Sword *, but take my Piftollif thou wilt. 

Prin . Giueitme : what? is it in tha cafe ? 

FalJ. 1 Hal, tis hot, theres that will Sacke a Citie. 

The Trince drawee itoMt,andfindes it a bottle of Sacke. 

Prm. What, is it a time to ieft and dally now. 

Hethrowes the Bottle at him. Exit. 

Eal If Percy be aliue,Ile pifcree him, if he do come in my way, 
fo: if he do not.ifl come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. I likehot fuch grinning honour as Sir Walter hath: 
giue me life, which, if I can feue, fou rfnot, honour comes vn- 

lookt for, and theres an end.' ! 1 - ^ 

V; ' r-.. 'll -nh !A 

Alarms, cxcurfions, enter the King, the prince, Lord Iohn 
ofLancafier, and Sarle of Weftmcrland. 

King. I prethee Harry, withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedeft too 
much ; Lord John of Laxcafler, goc you with him. • 

pjoh. Not I,my LordjVnlcfle J'did bleed too. 

Prin. T befecch your Maieftie make vp, 

Lcaft your retirement doc amaze your friends. _ 

King. I will do fo; my L.o { Wefimerland lead him fo his Tent. 
Weft. Come,my Lord, lie lead you to your Tent, 

Pnn . Lead me my Lord? I do not need your helpey 
And God forbid a Hiallow fcratch Ihould dnue 
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Henry the fourths , 

The Prince of Wales from fuch a Field as this. 

Where ftaindeNobilitie lies troden on, 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maffacres. 

John. Wee breatii too long, comecoofen Wefimerland, 

Our dutiethis way lies : For Gods fake conic. 

Prin. By God, thou haft deceiudem t,Lancafier, 

I did notthinkctheeLord,offuchafpirit» 

Before I lou’d thee as a Brother, Iokn, 

Butnow Idoerefpett thecasmySpule. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the poynt, 

With loftier maintenance then I did lookefor 
Of fuch an vngroWne Warrier. 

Prin. O, this Boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 

Dowg. Another King.they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglar fatal! to all thofe 

That wcarc thofe colours on them. What art thou 

That counterfeitftthcpcrfon ofaKing? 

King. The King himfclfe,whoDoB>^4t/grietiesathcarf. 

So many of his fhadowes thou haft met, 

And not the very King : I haue two Boyes. 

Scelce Percy and thy felfe, about the field \ 

But feeing thou falft on me fo luckily, 

I will aflay thce,and defend thy felfe. 

Dowg. Ifearcthou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in fay th thou beareft thee like aKing : 

But mine 1 am fure thou art,who crcthou be; 

And thus l winnethee. 

They fight, the IOngbeing in danger, enter Prince of Wales. 
SPritt. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Ncucr to hold it vp againe,the fpirites 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt ,&xc in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee, 

Who ncuer promifcth,but hemeanes to pay . 

They fight, Dowglas fiyeth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath Clftcn • He to (jt^fewftraight. 

King Stay,and breath awhile; 
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